NOBLE ESSENCES
His head was crowned with a wide-brimmed brown hat.
He had by nature a narrow, long-shaped face, and his narrow,
rather long beard, which extended it in similar fashion and
showed itself to be chestnut-coloured in the sun, exaggerated
this characteristic. Though, unlike Andre Gide, whom I had
met on a few occasions recently, he did not wear a cloak
(Gide's cloak, animated by his bustling French walk, had to
my eyes then almost become the outward symbol of his genius,
albeit, even with these aids, the rational Protestant cut of his
features suggests a great French lawyer or doctor rather than a
great French writer), Lytton's long brown tweed coat seemed
no less typical of a literary man, and since he held his arms in an
inert way, the effect was, notwithstanding, of a cloak. Humour
and wit were very strongly marked in the quizzical expression of
his face, and also, I think, a kind of genuine diffidence as well
as a certain despair and, always, a new surprise at man's
follies. . . . While I stared at him, noting various physical
traits, I reached several conclusions about his appearance.
Though of a type so rare, and therefore unnational, as well
as deliberately un-English in style, he yet could have belonged
to no other country, and was as pre-eminently Anglo-Saxon
in result as was his companion. His long nose, the colour of
his face and beard, his rather arched angular eyebrows, and
his brown eyes, the sense of a cultured, scholarly man that
permeated his entire outward aspect, all these characteristics
and qualities were, though highly individual, essentially
English. It is important to look the part one plays, and he
gave consummately the impression of a man of letters, perhaps
rather of one in the immediate past than in the present; a
Victorian figure of eminence, possibly. Yet, examining him
carefully, it became clear too that he would have been at ease
in the England of an earlier age, when his beard might have
been tinted a carnation hue. It was an Elizabethan as well
as a Victorian head that peered from aloft over the darker,
more obviously excited people, . . . Again, I noticed that,
while no crowd is more full of individuality than a Spanish,
nevertheless, as he stood there, thinly towering, impressive
undoubtedly, but with an undeniable element of the grotesque
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